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Collared Critic

   
 The blonde stood there like an art fixture. Her legs were locked together, her knees touching, with her slender skin exposed for anyone who happened to walk into his office. She stared straight ahead, her gaze mostly vacant. No one could see the frustration of this captured girl. 
 Worse, Laura wore a little smile. It tugged flirtatiously at the corners of her mouth, but she couldn’t control her own expression. In fact, she couldn’t control anything. 
 She had on black panties and a matching bra, soft and silky. 
 There was also the silvery band around her neck. 
 When the collar first locked around her neck, she had tried to fight it every few seconds. But now she knew better. As long as she wore it, she was helpless—like a puppet. 
 Sometimes, she raged anyway, psychologically thrashing against the electrical control this piece of technology somehow wielded against her. She didn’t understand the chemistry or biology behind it, yet that hardly mattered. 
 She stood there, helpless and functionally bound. 
 Whether she liked it or not, Laura had no choice; she had to wait for him to come back. 
 Again and again, the collar forced her to call him Master. 
 Laura refused to think of him with that title. Even if he controlled her, her body, and even if he could make her do whatever he liked, she was still an independent woman, right? 
 But then the doors to his office opened, and he strode back to his desk. He set his phone down before he turned and glanced over at her. “Good afternoon,” he said. “How’re you doing?” 
 Laura didn’t say anything. He tapped a button on his screen, and her lips started to move, “I’m eager to serve you, Master.” 
 By this point, Laura should’ve been used to the mechanical lilt in her voice. Sure, those were her vocal cords, and that was her voice, but every sound came prompted from the collar around her neck. 
 “Then get on your knees, slut,” he said casually. 
 Right away, she obeyed. She dropped to her knees in front of him with her hands still behind her back. He looked down at this beautiful girl. 
 “Tell me something,” he ordered. “How much do you think your viewers would pay to see you like this?” 

So much!

 Still, she regained control of her expression for just a few seconds as she whimpered, “Please, don’t do that. Please, Daniel!” 
 “Daniel?” he teased. 
 Laura pursed her lips as the frustration surged back through her body. For so long, she had been in control of her own destiny. Like so many other web entrepreneurs, she owned her own website, accounts and socials, so she made every important decision. 
 But now, she was down to her bra and panties, stripped and ready to be used by this man. 
 Before, she made her living by speaking. She used her mouth and chose her words. Now, he chose them for her. “Master,” she said, hating herself for acquiescing. “Please, don’t do that, Master.” 
 “But you’re about making your viewers happy,” he said with a chuckle. “You love getting them all riled up, don’t you?” 
 “No, Master,” she said with an alluring hint of need and barely controlled anger. “I would much rather go down on you, Master.” 
 “Would you now?” His eyes brightened as he unzipped his pants. “You know, I was thinking about you during my meeting. It’s important that my subordinates get to share their ideas, but I really just wanted to take you.” 
 “Yes, Master,” Laura said without any real enthusiasm. She had sucked his cock so many times now. It should have felt routine, but the sting of humiliation was always there. The shame and degradation never seemed to fade. 
 Before she put that collar on, she had never imagined she would do anything like this. It should have been impossible. Even when she dated, she had refused to go down on any of her boyfriends. 
 “Actually,” he said, “I think you can do better than that.” He reached back for his phone and typed in another command. 
 “No. Please, Master. Not that!” 
 But then the signal jumped from his device to her collar, and her instincts shifted. 
 Laura still had no idea how the device locked around her throat actually worked, but she couldn’t deny the impact of those electrical signals jumping through her skin, straight to her brain. 
 Her mouth watered, and she pouted her lips. She looked up at him. 
 “Is there something you want, Laura?” 
 Her breathing quickened as she tried to fight the impulse, yet the flash of desire couldn’t be ignored. She understood exactly what was going to happen, but she still tried to delay the inevitable for as long as possible. Deep down, she must have known he enjoyed watching this battle play along her pretty face. She pouted, got flustered, and struggled so hard, yet it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. 
 Sure enough, the words shot from her mouth, “Please, Master, can I suck your cock? Please, may I go down on you? Please, I need to taste you. I need to get used! I’m just a dumb, cock-sucking slut, Master. Please, please let me!” 
 “Tell me again.” 
 At this point, Laura could pick exactly what she said, only she knew what he wished to hear. And this desire wouldn’t be satisfied until she told him exactly what he expected to hear. 
 “I’m just a dumb slut, Master. Please, use me! Please, show me where I belong!” 
 “Only because you asked so nicely,” he teased. 
 He unzipped his pants, took out his cock, and she saw the curves of his body. 
 Laura wished those desires would fade, but the collar continued to manipulate her, forcing her to yearn for the opportunity to serve this man. 
 “Get started, slut,” he ordered. 
 As a digital influencer, Laura had faced so many different insults. It came with the territory of working with the public, especially her particular fan base. And yet, hearing those words in-person and knowing they were true dug down into her psyche. 
 But then she stopped worrying about the woman she was meant to be or wanted to be. Laura’s lips wrapped around the tip of his cock, and she started sucking. She slurped eagerly, bobbing her head forward and back. She moved her slick, tight lips along his skin. She so worked hard to please this man. 
 “There we go,” he said. “That’s right. This is where you belong, Laura. You shouldn’t try to think for yourself. You should just wait here for me, obedient and ready to obey. Good girl. Keep licking. Keep sucking. Show me what your good for.” 
 His girl opened her eyes and glared up at him. Her expression brimmed with incoherent fury, but that only made him laugh since he knew she couldn’t stop. Worse, the programming meant she enjoyed each second of her oral servitude. 
 “Good girl.” 
 “Just remember, I can keep you like this for as long as I like. And damn. You are beautiful with that pretty blonde hair and those big eyes of yours. I can see why so many people liked watching you.” 
 Laura tried to worry about her position online. When she first put the collar on and lost control of her body, she suffered through the initial anxiety of knowing her readers and viewers would wonder what happened to her. 
 “Good girl. Keep going. Get ready to swallow.” 
 At this point, he took control. He reached down with one hand, grabbed her pretty blonde hair, and started jerking her face forward and back. The pain shot down into her scalp, but Laura somehow enjoyed it. Her eyes watered, and she knew she was getting used. He had turned her into a plaything, yet she didn’t care. 
 She actually looked forward to that moment when she could swallow. 
 Just seconds later, his shaft pulsated, and he spurted hard against the back of her throat. 
 The brainwashed a girl eagerly started sucking, drinking it down. She swallowed again and again until he finished with her. Then he pulled back, looked down into her eyes, and said, “You know what you need to do, don’t you?” 
 Laura licked her lips, rose to her feet, and walked back over to the side of the room. She stood there with her knees together and her hands behind her back. 
 As his plaything, her presence was no longer required. 
 For his part, Daniel started making phone calls and answering emails. He got back to work, all while his slave girl stood there, off to the side, quiet and ready to please him again whenever the desire struck. 
 Of course, she hadn’t always been like this. 
 With the taste of his load still there at the back of his throat, Laura started thinking about what happened before and how she ended up as this man’s personal plaything. 
   
 When she strode through the automated glass doors, Laura pretended not to notice the stray glances from some of the employees. There were glares and narrowed eyes, but this gorgeous blonde didn’t care about these employees. 
 If they didn’t want to get a bad reputation, then they shouldn’t have worked at a company like this. 
 Laura Bloomer reveled in the attention anyway. She couldn’t help it. Early on, she had learned that success came from attention, especially for a girl like her. She worked online, which meant she needed clicks. Nothing else mattered. So long as people paid attention to her, then she could sell advertising space, merchandise, and subscriptions. 
 It was working. 
 Their rage didn’t surprise her. The fact that their boss invited her back for another interview did. 
 This time, he wouldn’t be surprised by whatever she decided to write and “reveal”. Her articles, especially with their click-bait titles, always generated a lot of attention. In order to get attention, she needed to make the reader feel. And what was the easiest emotion? Rage. 
 Anger was such a great emotion, she thought. That flutter of helpless frustration that came from wandering specific news sites always made her laugh. So many people took this stuff way too seriously, but that didn’t bother her so long as she got the clicks to pay her bills. 
 Laura Bloomer was pretty, corrosive, and she had that biting sense of humor. She knew when to be cruel and when to be loud, when to be quiet, and when to be sweet. 
 She checked in with the guard who glowered at her. The woman’s undisguised anger practically radiated off of her, but Laura just smiled and said, “It’s great to be back. You guys have such a great lobby, you know? I mean, these trees, and that waterfall? It’s really lovely.” 
 As she spoke, Laura really wished the guard would do or say something. A nice punch to the face would’ve hurt, but the views would’ve been incredible! 
 Unfortunately, the women in her dark blue uniform and dress pants remained entirely professional. She handed Laura a visitor’s badge and told her to return to the tenth floor where she could meet the CEO’s assistant. 
 Before she left, the blogger leaned forward and rested her elbow on the desk, “Hey, do you mind if I ask you a question?” 
 The guard didn’t answer. 
 Taking that as permission, Laura proceeded, “What’s it like working for such a biased employer? I mean, it’s clear they don’t respect every kind of political opinion here.” 
 “I have no comment,” said the guard. 
 Laura pursed her lips together, annoyed. Sure, she could spin, “I have no comment” into something provocative, but it wouldn’t be as good as an actual outburst. Laura smiled and wondered if she could write a headline like, “Russo Industries Won’t Permit Their Employees to Speak Publicly: Five Things They Don’t Want You To Know—You’ll Never Guess Number Three!” 
 With a shrug, the blogger turned and headed over toward one of the elevators. She followed a group of people inside. The doors closed, and Laura noticed no one said anything. Playing with these employees would be easy enough, but she decided to save her energy for Daniel Russo, the CEO. 
 A few people at a time got off of the elevator until Laura was alone. Unlike other writers, bloggers, and internet influencers, Laura didn’t bother reviewing her questions. She liked to think of herself as an improviser; she could walk into a room with anyone, find some chink in their psychological armor, and get them to reveal something. Usually, those people needed to be upset, which didn’t bother her either. 
 As far as Laura saw, people got upset way too easily. Sure, she made a living by writing angry screeds about other people being way too sensitive, but she never saw the inconsistency there. 
 Why would she? 
 The doors opened again, she walked to the corridor and soon found herself in the waiting area outside of the CEO’s office. 
 The assistant glanced up. 
 Laura always felt a twinge of disgust when she saw this man. He was younger, probably in his early twenties, but seriously—why would a male CEO have a male assistant? From everything Laura could find, Daniel Russo was straight. 
 Somehow, Laura was one of those women who thought men should enjoy certain benefits when it came to professional success. The women who whined about sexual harassment just couldn’t handle working in a high stress office environment. Those were the girls who didn’t know how to play, didn’t know how to flirt, or maybe regretted it after. 
 Lame. Losers. 
 The assistant glared at Laura. 
 “Mr. Russo will be with you in a moment,” he said. 
 “Thank you,” Laura replied. After another moment, she asked, “Do you mind if I ask why you wanted to take this job? I mean, assistant? Really? As a man, aren’t you supposed to be doing something more—I don’t know—impressive? Or are you retarded or something?” 
 The assistant stared back at her for several long seconds. Unfortunately, she didn’t have her camera on, so she couldn’t record this. Within moments, Laura started to get uncomfortable. She was used to rage and outbursts. She didn’t know what to do with a quiet glower of disgust. 
 After all, this wouldn’t get any hits online, so she didn’t know how to react. 
 Something must’ve flashed on his screen because he said, “Okay, you can go in now.” 
 Laura shook off that disquieting silence before she headed into Daniel’s office for the second time. It was reasonably impressive, but he didn’t hang expensive art on the wall or pictures of him with various politicians. Sure, he made selective donations to the politicians he admired and trusted, women and men from both parties, but Laura had a hard time processing that. As far she could tell, you had to pick a side, just one, and you couldn’t possibly recognize the validity of the other. 
 American politics were a war! 
 And a really good show. 
 Some politicians were good because they fought for a world where people could be honest—and sometimes honest meant cruel. Yeah, some jokes would be racist, but why should she care if some brown kid got his feelings hurt? People should be able to do or say whatever they wanted. Unless they were protesting, in which case, they were just being dumb. 
 By the time she walked through the doors, she found Daniel leaning against his desk with his arms crossed over his chest. He saw her, and she felt that little flutter of excitement. 
 The male gaze. 
 Feminists whined about the idea, but Laura loved it. His eyes moved along her straight blonde hair, the red of her lipstick, the blue of her eyeshadow, and the contours of her chest. She had on a dark blue, pleated skirt along with knee-high, white socks, and a pale blue blouse.  
 Maybe he hated her, but he also found her attractive. 
 “Hello,” he said. “Would you like to have a seat?” 
 “That depends,” she replied flirtatiously as she closed the door behind her. “What are you hoping to talk about?” 
 “Your last couple of videos,” he said, surprising her with his honesty. 
 “Please don’t ask me to take them down,” she said. “Daniel, we both know I’m not going to do that.” 
 “Yes, we do,” he agreed. 
 If this wasn’t going to be an attack, perhaps it could turn into a bribe? Mainstream journalists who worked at dying publications were forbidden from taking bribes. Fortunately for her, Laura was an information entrepreneur, which meant she didn’t need to follow those kinds of rules. Technically, she didn’t have to follow any rules at all when it came to what she wrote, said, and did online (except there was that one micro-blogging platform that banned her). 
 “So if I’m not here to hear you beg,” she teased, “what do you want?” 
 “A retraction obviously isn’t going to happen.” 
 “Nope,” she agreed with a trademark pop of her lips. Her viewers, especially the boys in the audience, loved that. 
 “So I’m hoping we can try to overwhelm some of the bad press with good press.” 
 “I’m not a part of the media,” she said, straightening her back. She could get annoyed about this detail, especially since she didn’t have her camera on. 
 “Really?” He sounded incredulous, rather than annoyed. 
 “No. Definitely not.” 
 “I’ve always been fascinated by that phrase,” he said. 
 “The media is made up of a bunch of biased, one-sided liars who love to look down their noses on regular people,” Laura stated emphatically. She was too young to be one of the originators of that particular line of attack, but she still loved it and used it at least once a day in her posts and videos. 
 “Interesting,” he said simply. 
 Remembering she needed him to talk so he could say something stupid she could mock, Laura asked, “What’s interesting about it?” She made sure to bat her eyes and smile at him. This man had to know they were enemies, but it hardly mattered since she was good at manipulating males, especially the ones who thought they were smarter than her. 
 “The media, as a phrase, technically refers to methods of distribution. But when we talk about common usage, it usually refers to anyone who publishes information. That could be videos, articles, whatever. You go on and on about how much you hate the media, but you’re part of it. You’re a part of the information ecosystem that transmits information, both correct and incorrect, to the rest of the world.” 
 “I’m not interested in the world,” she said. 
 “No,” he agreed. “From what I’ve gathered, you’re only interested in your followers. You like the people who agree with you. Anyone else must be lying.” 
 “Pretty much,” she agreed with a cute smile. Reflexively, she started thinking of an article about how the CEO of the Russo Industries secretly thought most of the country was made up of liars. Yeah, that would work well with quite a few of her demographics. 
 “But you still haven’t really told me why I’m here,” she said. 
 “I want to show you something,” he said as he reached behind his desk. He picked up a black leather case, and she didn’t bother to ask for permission. Instead, she turned on her camera and pointed it at him. 
 If the idea of getting recorded without his consent bothered him, he managed to hide his feelings quite well. 
 “The last time you were here, we talked about some of our HR policies, especially when it comes to nondiscrimination.” 
 “Yes, we did,” she said with a wicked smile. Laura loved the hits she got on that one. In fact, there were already several groups online dedicated to boycotting Russo Industries. 
 “Today, I want to show you a piece of technology we’ve developed. We’re going to be branching into virtual reality, and this device is going to change everything.” 
 He popped open the case, so she peaked down at the silvery, metal band resting there on the soft foam. 
 “You know, I don’t usually follow technology,” she said. Outside of advertising, sponsorship, and influencer trends, she didn’t care about what the geeks were doing with their phones or laptops, so long as they checked out her site and got angry along the way. 
 “True,” he acknowledged, “Except this is going to be amazing. I know you usually prefer more abrasive headlines, but wouldn’t you have liked an exclusive for the first iPhone?” 
 Laura pressed her lips together for a moment as she contemplated this. No, it didn’t relate to identity politics or the internet’s blazing rage, but this could actually work well for her. Maybe she could get some new readers and viewers. 
 “Okay, what is this thing? Because comparing it to the iPhone launch is pretty ambitious.” 
 “Like I said,” he replied, “Virtual reality. Only this is much more intense. Once you put it on, it’ll calibrate itself to your neurological matrix. From there, you’ll be able to experience something entirely new.” 
 “Like a video game?” 
 “No, this is going to be much more realistic.” 
 “And you want me to try it?” 
 “I do.” 
 More often than not, the blonde influencer found herself daring other people to do or say something for her audience. But today, she found herself studying that silvery band. It was lovely, a beautiful work of art, almost like a circlet some princess might’ve worn. 
 “I don’t think I should try it,” she said. 
 “Why not? It’s perfectly safe.” Just like that, this man dared her. He practically called her a coward in front of her fans. 
 Laura loved her readers, but she understood just how aggressive and vicious they could be. Like so many individuals online, they didn’t care about her safety or well-being. They just wanted that hit of anger or entertainment. 
 “Right…” She thought of asking how it worked again. Simultaneously, she knew that she didn’t really need to worry about looking scared in front of her viewers since she could just go back and edit this however she liked. But still… 
 Daniel seemed way too comfortable and confident. The CEO looked like he knew exactly what he was doing. 
 During their first interview, when she became his loudest and most aggressive critic, she had prepared for every possibility. More than that, she was adept at discussing identity politics—she understood the angles and knew how to counter every verbal block and counterblow. She knew which buttons to hit to make him nervous even as her audience became more and more incensed. 
 Finally, Laura told herself that it was just a toy, so she picked it up, and she placed the band on her head. 
 Nothing happened. 
 Just as he started speaking, she talked over him, “Hey, buddy, but I don’t think this thing actually works. Nothing is happening.” 
 “That’s because it goes around your neck,” he said. 
 “Oh.” She felt like an idiot. She remembered getting teased about being a blonde ditz back in middle school. 
 Pushing those memories aside, Laura grabbed it quickly, looked down at the band, and found the hinge. She opened it, and she immediately knew it would be snug around her neck. But still, she wasn’t going to complain about something so childish. 
 “Go on,” he said. “It’s perfectly safe.” 
 She hated his reassurance, mostly because she wasn’t supposed to need it. She was supposed to be harsh, brash, and aggressive. 
 That’s why she pulled it around her neck, clicked it on, and felt the warmth of the batteries against her skin. 
 “Very nice,” he said. “The device is currently calibrating. It’s reading your biological signature. In a little bit, it will be ready to start.” 
 “Right,” she said. 
 Feeling awkward, she wondered if maybe she should bring up the points from their last conversation, only she suspected he would have been prepared this time. He wouldn’t say anything she could really use. 
 “There we go,” he said as he glanced down and checked his phone. 
 “Shouldn’t this thing sync up with my phone?” 
 “No,” he said. “This form of entertainment is going to be very different.” After another moment, he said, “All done.” 
 “What happens now?” 
 “We test it,” he replied. 
 Laura was just about to ask if she needed to close her eyes or something. Didn’t most virtual-reality platforms come with some sort of headset, something for the eyes and ears? 
 Before she could ask what that meant, he typed in some kind of command on his phone. But again, why would he need to do it on his phone unless the device wasn’t really ready for the public? 
 Mistakenly, she assumed he was hiding something. 
 But then she walked forward, sat down, and kept her back straight. She moved just as gracefully as before, only she didn’t prompt these movements. She didn’t decide to move. That’s when her face crumpled with confusion, “What the hell? What was that?” 
 Laura had never lost control of her body like that before. No, that wasn’t true. She went to a doctor once, and he tapped her knee, and she had the automatic reflex of kicking forward. It had been so strange, not having control. It felt a little bit like a sneeze, but you could try to suppress a sneeze. She had taken several actual steps and sat down. 
 “Seriously,” she snarled. “What the hell just happened?” 
 Daniel didn’t answer. Instead, he typed in another command on his phone. 
 “Be quiet,” he said just as he finished the last tap. 
 Her back stayed rigid, her shoulders lowered slightly, and Laura tried as hard as she could to speak, only her lips wouldn’t obey her. She worked twice as hard now, but she couldn’t even make her vocal cords vibrate. 
 “You’re wearing an experimental control collar,” he said. “Essentially, it taps into your body’s nervous system and takes control. It’s pretty amazing, don’t you think?” 
 Her eyes widened as she stared at him. 
 At first, Laura really thought this had to be some kind of bizarre joke. There was no way something like a “control collar” could exist. It was too fantastical, too impossible. 
 She tried again to say that this wasn’t happening. She struggled to argue with him, to tell him that he was wrong. She just needed to make some sort of sound! 
 Nothing came out. 
 “Okay,” he said. “Let’s try out this next feature.” 
 What was he doing? 
 Laura could only watch helplessly as he picked up his phone again and typed in another set of commands. The next thing she knew, she rose mechanically to her feet. Then she unzipped her skirt and let it fall around her feet. From there, Laura pulled off her shoes. She yanked down her socks. He could see her panties now, but that was just the beginning because her hands went to her blouse. She worked the buttons, one after another. Soon, he saw the flat of her stomach. 
 “Very nice,” he said as he studied her. Obviously, he was enjoying that a look of hot embarrassment on her face. 
 “I bet you want to say something, don’t you? Girls like you love talking. Hell, you built your entire career on it. You put my entire company at risk by organizing those boycotts.” 
 Laura wished she could argue with him and tell him she never organized any boycotts. Sure, she set her readers and viewers loose on his company, especially because they needed something to be upset about this week, but she could still say they did it all on their own. 
 Unfortunately, her hands moved, and he hadn’t given her permission to speak, so her lips remained tightly shut. Plausible deniability didn’t matter, not here. 
 Soon, she was down to her bra and panties. 
 “Very nice,” he said. “But there’s something I’ve been wondering about. Maybe you’ll behave better after you have an orgasm?” 
 Yeah, right, she thought sarcastically. This man could never, ever make her come. 
 But he typed in another command. 
 She waited for some random burst of pleasure to rock through her body. Fortunately, nothing happened, so she assumed his device finally failed. 
 Instead, he stepped up to her and grabbed her as she tried to push him away. Her hands flew to his chest, and Laura shoved, but this man was bigger than her and stronger than her. Worse, when he touched her, something sparked within her. 
 Laura could have fought harder. 
 She could have slapped him. She could have clawed at him. 
 She didn’t. 
 Instead, he jabbed his hand down into her panties, and she found herself spreading her legs for him. 
 When his fingers brushed along her crevice, a shiver of desperation coursed through her. It rippled along her body, faster than she could have anticipated. 
 Laura never felt like this before. Even when she dated a guy she really cared about, she just wanted to cuddle with him and maybe watch some movies. But now, she gazed up at Daniel, and he seemed so imposing and powerful, handsome and strong all at the same time. 
 The fake journalist tried to shove him back. If only because she needed to reassert control of her body, she tried again and again. 
 It didn’t do any good. 
 Before long, he pressed his digits along her moist opening. Sure enough, she was turned on more than she had ever been before. 
 Hot excitement coursed through her body. 
 “You know, I saw one of your articles,” he said. “You pointed out that people are inherently selfish and that every company exists just to make money. I want you to know that you’re wrong, Laura. People aren’t selfless all the time. Like this control collar? I’m going to use it on you, but I’m not going to sell it to the public. You know why? Because it would cause too much damage. Just because you can do something to make money, that doesn’t mean you should.” 
 As he lectured her, Daniel fingered her. He forced her to enjoy every second of his exploration as he played with her body. She was panting now, moaning. 
 Then he pulled his hand away, and she blinked several times. 
 With his other hand, he touched the screen on his phone and gave her another command. 
 Suddenly, she let out a little squeak. She could speak again. 
 “You’re not going to get away with this,” Laura protested between breaths. 
 In fact, she needed to remove the collar. She felt dumb for not thinking of it before, but he had teased her relentlessly. 
 With her heart still pounding and the adrenaline pumping through her veins, she could barely think clearly. But now she reached up for the collar. Just as she tried to remove it, a shock of electricity snapped through her body. It knocked her back. She fell to her knees. 
 “You probably shouldn’t do that,” Daniel said. He strode up to her, crouched down, and looked into her eyes. “Besides, you don’t really want to remove your collar, do you?” 
 Her hands flew up again. Even if it shocked her, she didn’t care. 
 But then, she paused. The hesitation gripped her. She couldn’t brush her fingers along the silvery metal. She couldn’t reach for the clasp. 
 “What’s wrong with me?” 
 “It’s a defense mechanism. You see, the control collar can do more than just provoke certain behaviors on your part. It modifies your desires and your instincts. Right now, you don’t really want to remove your collar. You think you do, but you can’t summon the feelings necessary to actually do it.” 
 “This is garbage!” 
 “Really?” Daniel asked. His eyes sparkled mischievously, “Because it seems to be working perfectly.” 
 “Get it off of me,” she finally snarled. 
 Daniel leaned forward and said, “No.” 
 Again, she ached to slap the smug expression off of his face, only she couldn’t take the risk. Laura always thought of herself as so incredibly brave. In fact, she routinely mocked other women for getting scared of things like dark alleyways or walking home at night through the bad part of town. 
 But right then and there, this man intimidated her. 
 “Get on your knees,” he said. 
 “Never,” she fumed with barely contained rage. 
 He tapped a button on the screen of his device. 
 The collar registered the command and forced her down to the floor. 
 Now he circled her. He brushed his fingers along the top of her head and down to her neck. He caressed her, gently touching her. 
 Through all of it, she enjoyed the attention. 
 “I’m sorry, I didn’t give you that orgasm. Maybe if you beg for it, you can have one.” 
 “I’m never going to beg,” she said. 
 Again and again, Laura drew these psychological lines. She thought she could set the rules, but Daniel showed her just how little power and influence she had here. 
 He entered another set of commands on his phone. The app registered the information, converted it to the code for her collar, and suddenly she found her nipples stiffening. She didn’t understand why. In that same moment, her slit started to get warmer and wetter. She could feel the excitement pulsed through her body, hot, incandescent, and wildly addictive. 
 “What did you do?” 
 “You tell me,” he said. 
 Laura refused to answer at first. Only then, the words tumbled from her lips. “You made me horny. You turned me on!” 
 “Just like a sex toy,” he said with a chuckle. 
 Her heart thundered away in her chest as she glared at him. Politicians, entrepreneurs, and activists had all withered under her frightening stare. But not Daniel. He knew what he had with this girl. More than that, he realized the control collar rendered her struggles meaningless. 
 After a few more seconds, she dropped her head down. “I’m not going to beg,” she said, uttering those words as a promise. 
 He leaned against the desk, crossed his arms, and waited. 
 With every moment, the desires continued to amplify within her petite frame. Silently, she tried to summon up all of her willpower and discipline. Laura was the kind of girl who truly believed she could handle anything, especially because she was supposed to be so stubborn. 
 But with her heart pounding and the desires coalescing deep within her core, she couldn’t hold out for much longer. That became obvious. 
 Finally, she threw her hands together, bawling her fingers together as she looked up at Daniel. “Please, just touch me again.” 
 Wait a second. She didn’t need him to touch her. She could do this herself! 
 She bit down on her lower lip, hesitated, and finally made her decision. She attempted to slip her hand down into her panties. She spread her legs, so she wanted to touch herself. 
 Just as her finger started to rub against her slit, she realized something. This wasn’t good enough. She closed her eyes, just blinking, and that’s when she understood what she truly craved. 
 She needed this man. He had to grab her, bend her over his desk or hold her down, and take what he wanted. She yearned to be ravished, to feel his shaft slide into her, to have his hand between her legs, to get roped and humiliated. 
 How was that even possible? How could she truly crave something so demeaning? 
 Laura could act like a bimbo from time to time, especially when it came to entertaining her male viewers, but right then and there, she refused to play along. 
 Finally jerking her hand back, she stared up at him. 
 “Please, would you touch me?” 
 “Only if you attach this to your collar,” he said as he reached into his pocket and pulled something out. He held onto one end of the rope before he tossed to the other down to her. She saw the clasp and recognized it. This wasn’t just a rope. 
 It was a leash. It was a dog leash. And he expected her to wear it with her collar. 
 Her eyes bulged while she glared at him. Revealing her teeth, she stared hard. She wanted to jump at him again. Instead it, she shook her head. “You have got to be kidding me. I’m not going to wear a leash!” 
 “Face it, Laura. You’ll do whatever I want.” 
 With a grunt, she grabbed at the end of the leash and attached it to her collar. 
 “Good girl. And you can’t remove it, can you?” 
 She tried. She failed. 
 “You can’t get away with this,” she said. 
 “Laura, you’re just a dumb slut. You shouldn’t try to think for yourself. As far as you’re concerned, I’m the only one who’s ever going to make any decisions for you.” 
 Then he yanked on her leash and forced her back up onto her feet. When he grabbed her, his girl moaned with ecstasy. His hand drifted back down into her panties. He touched her, stroked her, and fingered her. 
 She rubbed her torso against his body. She loved the way her nipples felt as she pushed her chest to his. 
 “Come for me,” he commanded. 
 Just like that, something inside of her exploded. He triggered that desperation, and Laura shivered and shook and cried out, practically screaming. 
 “Don’t worry about my assistant. He knows you’re just a dumb slut.” 
 Dumb slut. Each time he insulted her, there was this flicker of desire. It raced through her body, turning her on more and more. 
 “Let me go,” she begged. 
 “No,” he said. “But I think you would feel more comfortable in handcuffs.” 
 Her eyes widened and her lips parted. 
 “No way,” she said, yet she imagined what it would feel like to have metal shackles around her wrists, locking her hands behind her back. 
 She was already half naked. She was already humiliated and ready to do anything he could have possibly imagined. 
 “And just remember,” he told her. “You put that control collar on of your own free will. You chose to do that, Laura. That was your decision.” 
 “I’m not a dumb slut,” she insisted. 
 “But you gave me control.” 
 “I didn’t know! You tricked me!” 
 “Right,” he said. Then his lips split into a wicked grin, and he grabbed her, bending her over his desk. He grabbed her wrists and took the handcuffs from his pocket. 
 They snapped around her wrists, first the left, then the right. The locks engaged. It all happened too fast, way too fast for this blonde to process. 
 Suddenly, he let her go, and she pulled away. She stumbled, suddenly thrown off balance by the fact that she had her hands locked behind her back. Despite the panic, she couldn’t jerk her hands from behind her back. 
 She went to the middle of the office, spun on him, and growled as a bang of yellow fell in front of her face. 
 “I’m getting out of here!” 
 “No, you won’t. Because you don’t want to. You want to get on your knees and beg for the chance to have sex with me. Or rather, you want to beg for the chance to get used.” 
 “You can’t use me! I’m not a piece of property! I’m not an object!” 
 “Yes, you are,” he replied. His voice seemed neutral and polite, utterly professional. 
 As the seconds elapsed, she found herself wishing she could just do what he said. 
 Then, without even realizing what was happening, she fell to her knees. She dropped down onto the carpet. It was hard to do this with her hands locked behind her back, but he strolled up to her and now towered above this girl. 
 “Do you have something you want to say?” 
 “Please, use me,” she said. As the words left her lips, vibrant satisfaction seemed to pulsate through her. Oh yes; she loved saying those words. She loved giving in. It felt right to yield before this man. He was so strong and masterful, while she was nothing but a dumb slut. 
 Again, she tried to push those thoughts aside, but they felt right. They seemed intuitive, like a natural extension of the girl she was always meant to be. A political thinker? A rational, independent businesswoman? Ha! No, she was supposed to be his girl, his toy, and his property. 
 He came up behind her, put one hand on the nape of her neck, and he shoved her forward. Her face fell to the carpet, and her nipples rubbed against those fibers. Sure, her bra offered some protection, but she still shivered with that sharp edge of humiliation. 
 Daniel yanked down her panties. 
 Then he reached his hand between her legs again. 
 He was going to touch her. He was going to tease her and use her. 
 “Tell me this is what you want, Laura.” 
 “Please, this is what I want!” 
 “And why is that?” 
 “Because I’m nothing but a stupid slut!” 
 She heard something, the sound of his zipper? 
 His hand withdrew, and he came at her. He had his hands on her thighs now. With her weight braced on her face, shoulders, and chest, she knew what was going to happen. She tried to reconcile this with all of her pride, but she had to face the truth: he had turned her into a dumb slut. 
 Then, when she felt the tip of his shaft right there against her opening, she didn’t even care. 
 Laura stopped thinking about her empire, her publications, all of those videos and the metrics which used to seem so very important. 
 “Oh yes, please! Please, take me! Turn me into your sex slave!” 
 This was her new ambition: to become his plaything, his property, and his obedient slave girl. It was what she wanted more than anything else. Throughout their lives, so many people could struggle with finding their purpose, but not Laura. She knew what she had to be: his dumb slut. Then he shoved forward, and those impulses were reinforced by the thrust and friction of his body against hers. She moaned, tried to lift her chin, and closed her eyes. She tried to hide from the truth even as the desperation continued to surge of through her. Yes, more. She needed more! 
 He rammed her. He took Laura, conquering her with every thrust. 
 Time lost all meaning. Seconds shot by. Minutes. Longer? Shorter? She didn’t know. As she existed in the gaps between one gasp and another, she gave up completely. He pumped her until she crossed that threshold. 
 The wild ecstasy roared through her. She came so hard, losing herself completely. She forgot about time, her business, whole of it. She used to read dozens of articles, but that information seemed totally meaningless now. 
 When he finished with her, he pulled back, and he grabbed her by the hair. He forced her back up onto her knees. Then she saw his cock right there in front of her face. His member was slick with his come and her juices. 
 “Suck me clean,” he ordered. 
 If she obeyed, if she gave in, Laura knew she would always surrender. 
 This was it, her last chance. 
 And even if she knew this, she didn’t care. Instead, she licked her lips, leaned forward, and gave up the last shred of her dignity as she sucked his cock clean like a good little slut. 
   

The End
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